j K/e mjiorie of 

hot as molten leadand as heauy too .- God keepe lead out of me, 
/necde no more weight then mine ownc bowels . / hauc led my 
ra» ofMuffins where they are pepperd : there’s not three ofmy 
I 50 . left aline, and they are for the townCs end , to beg during 
Jjfe:but who comes here; Enter the Trince, 

Prin. W bat.ftandft thou idle here: lend me thy fvvord/ 

Manv a noble man lies flarke and ftiffe, 

Vnderthc booties of vaunting enemies, 

Whofe deaths arc yet vnreueng’d. i pretheelend methy fwoid. 

Fal, O Hal, I prethee givre me leaue to breathe a while : T urke 
Gregory neuer did fuch deeds in arines, as 1 hauc done this day, 
/hauc paid Percy, I haue made him hire, 

Erin He is indeed, and lining to kill thee, 

1 prethee lend me thy fwerd. 

Fa/, Nay, before God, Hal, if Percy be aliue, thou getft not 
my fword, but take nav piftoll if thou wilt, 

Prin. Giue i: mc:what. ? is it in the cafe ? 

Eal, I Haft’is hot,t’is hot, there’s that will faeke a Citie. 

The Prince dr awes it out, and finds a to be a bottle of fete ke. 

Prin. W hat? is it a time to leaf! and dally now. ? 

He tbrovees the bottle at bi&s, Exit, 

Fa/. Well, ifPercybealiue, /lepiercehim ,.ifhedocomcirt 
my way : fo, if he do not,if /come in his willingly let him make a 
Carbonado of me. I like not fuch grinning honour as fir Walter 
hathtgiue me life, which if I can faue,fo:if not, honour comes vn- 
lookt for,and there's an cnct„. 

Alarmc ,cxc arfions , Enter the Kino, the Trince. Lord Iohn 
of Lancafter,and Earle ofeWeflnserlaud. 

King. I prethee Harry, withdraw thy fclfe, thou bleedcft too 
much, Lord John ofLancafter, go you with him. 

T. Iohn. Not I ,my Lord, vnlcffe I did blcede too. 

Prin. 1 bcfcech your Maitftie make vp, 

Leafl your retirement do amaze your friends. (tent. 

King 1 will do fo : my Lord of Weft merland, lead him to his 
Weft. Come,my Lord,lle lead you to your tent. 

Prin, Lead me,my Lord?/ do not necde your helpe, 

And God forbid a. fir allow (cratch fhould dries 

The 


Henry the fourth. 

The Prince of Wales from fuch a field as this. 

Where ftain’d nobilitie lies troden on, 

And rebels armes ttiumph in mafTacres. 

loh. We breathe too long, come, coofen Wcftmerlond, 
Ourduetie this way lies : For Gods fake come. 

Erin. By God, thou haft deceiu’d me, Lancafler, 

I did" not thinke thee Lord of fuch a fpirit: 

Before, Ilou’dtheeasabrother, Iohn, 

Butnow, I doe refpeff thee as my foulc. 

King. I favv him hold Lord Percy at thepoynt, 

\Vith lu flier maintenance, then / did iookc for 
Of fuch an vngrovvnc warrior. 

Trin. O, this boy lends mettal! to vs all. Exit. 

Tong. Another king, they grow like Hydras heads, 

I am the Douglas, fatall to all thofe 

That ivearc thofe colours on them. What art thou 

Thatcounterfetfttheperfonof a king? 

Kin. The king himfelfe, who Douglas grieues at heart, 
So many of his fhadowes thou haft met 
And not the very king:I haue two boyes 
SeekePercie and thy felfe about the field, 

But feeing thou fal’ft on me fo luckily, 

I will a day thee, and defend thy felfe. 

Doug. Ifeare thou art another countcrfet, 

And yet, in faith, thou beareft thee like a king. 

But mine, /am fure, thou art, who er’e thou be: 

And thus /winne thee. 

■They fight, the King being in danger, Enter Prince of Wafa, 

Erin. Wold vp thy head, vile Scot, or theu art like 
Neuer to hold it vp againe, the (pints 
Of valiant Shetly, Stafford, Blunt, are in my armes: 

It is the Prince of Wales, that threatens thee. 

Who neuer promifeth, but he mcanes to pay. 

They fight, Douglas flieih. 

Clieerely my Lord, how fares your grace? 

Sir Nicholas Gawfey hath for fuccour fent, 

And fo hath Cliftonriie to Clifton ftraight. 

King, Stay, and breathe a while: - 
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